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they're strong as horses, and they're pretty ! Yes, sir, they're pretty
as pictures, and they live in white houses, all white clay, white as
snow. There ain't any Indian women anywhere can touch 'em.
There's just one trouble with 'era : they've seen too much of traders
from hot ports, and runaway negroes from Charleston and Savannah.
You don't want to go to Ninety Six, or have much to do with
Cherokee women, unless you've got plenty of calomel and black salve
with you to take care of the sores ! "
He took a mouthful of rum, washed it around in his mouth with a
sound as of many waters, swallowed it, and hiccupped sonorously.
" What you should 'a' had," Buell interjected, " is a pair of Perkins's
Metallic Tractors." He drew a pair from his pocket and explained
their miraculous properties at great length, while Rogers stared at
them out of pouchy eyes.
" Will they cure a headache after you've had too much rum ? "
Rogers asked.
" I don't know," Buell said. " I practically ain't had any experi-
ence with headaches from rum. But they're great things for rheuma-
tism, toothaches, sore ankles and the itch. There ain't a case of the
itch they won't cure, if you have faith in 'em and use 'em steady."
" You don't say ! " Rogers exclaimed. " What's a pair of 'em
worth ? "
" Doctor Perkins, who invented 'em," Buell said, " sold 'em for
five guineas a pair, but seeing who you are, I'll let you have these
for three."
Rogers shook his head regretfully. " I can't spare that much
money, but I'll trade you for 'em. I see you're a man who's interested
in inventions, and I'll trade you an invention I picked up in Newport
some years back. This invention is sure death to cockroaches and
bedbugs."
" I don't believe it," Buell said promptly.
" You'd believe it if you saw it, I suppose," Rogers said.
Buell admitted reluctantly that he would.
" All right," Rogers shouted thickly. " That's a trade, then ! If
my invention kills 'em, you'll trade me a pair of Perkins's Metallic
Tractors. That's agreed, is it ? "
" I suppose it is," Buell said. He seemed suspicious, but somewhat
bewildered, perhaps because of the rum he'd had.
" Captain," Rogers said to Frank James, " there never was a
sloop that wasn't stocked with bedbugs, and you must have plenty of
'em in your mattress. Get me a fat one, will you ? "
James turned over the tiller to me and went below. When, in a
few moments, he came back, he held between his thumb and forefinger
a fat, struggling, dark-red bedbug.